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If | Get A Little Prettier, Can | Be Your Baby? 


Author's Notes: 


Alternate reality where David was born in [186 and was never a member of Megadeth. This story takes place 
between December 2004, during the fourth leg of Metallica's World Magnetic Tour when they played several 
shows in their home state of California, and early 2012. The title is a line from "Gods and Monsters" by Lana 


Del Rey-my favorite song and one whose lyrics mirror David's struggles in this story. 


Our bags are packed, we're ready to go, and I'm standing here with a fresh cup of coffee in my hand and 


"Leaving on a Jet Plane" stuck in my head. 


First thing tomorrow morning, that's what we'll both be doing. Leaving our cats in the neighbors’ care. Loading 
duffels and guitar cases into a cab. Saying goodbye to our bayside home and hello once more to life on the 

road. It's the most familiar scene in the world when you're a rock star, something the two of us have done a 
dozen times already. The only difference this time is that we won't be leaving together. Won't be riding in the 


same car, or boarding the same plane, or arriving at the same destination. This is the first time since we met 


that we won't be touring with the same band. 
The first time since we met that we'll be apart for more than one night. 


lm trying my best not to think about that, but it's getting harder and harder as the day wears on. Time 
seems to be moving at an accelerated pace. The sun racing for the horizon instead of merely crossing the sky. 
The shadows lengthening before my eyes. | take another sip of coffee as | resist the urge to close the blinds. 
That would only make it seem darker, later, closer to the moment l'm now wishing | could push back another 


day. Even if | somehow could, | know that would only make it twice as hard to say goodbye. 


Instead | pour a second cup and make my way toward the door of our home studio where the opening riffs of 


"Peace Sells" are rattling the walls for the tenth time today. 
Call me biased for saying this, but David's rendition sounds even better than the original. 


| really thought he would be the one struggling with separation anxiety right now. | expected to wake up this 
morning with those slender legs entwined with mine and his arms wrapped around me for dear life. When | 
opened my eyes, however, the other side of the bed was empty and | could feel the vibrations of his bass 
amp through the mattress. Turns out he'd been up for hours already. | assumed he was trying to distract 
himself from a heavy heart, but when | shuffled downstairs and peered in through the studio windows, he 
looked up at me with the biggest, most excited smile I've seen on his face since he found out he got the gig. 


Like a kid on Christmas morning. 


Which makes perfect sense, I'll admit. David hasn't just been waiting all year for this day to arrive. He's been 
waiting his whole life. 


Of course | smiled right back. The widest one | could muster. The sadness in my eyes probably gave me away, 
but by then David had already closed his again, head thrown back in rapt ecstasy as his fingers raced along 
the strings and filled the air with thunder. 


Maybe he hides it better than | do. Or maybe in that moment he was simply one with the music. | hope it's 
the latter, because that's exactly where he should be right now. Already onstage in his mind, listening to the 
roar of the crowd echoing the thumps and growls of his bass. 


| should be there too. Not literally. Not practicing relentlessly at all hours here at home, but in the same sort 
of headspace. In the Zone. It's just hard to imagine myself at the mic without David watching from the wings. 
Hard to get used to the idea of a completely different bass tech sprinting back and forth across the stage 
every time Rob changes out. Harder than any of it to realize he won't be waiting with open arms as | descend 


the ramp after the final encore. 


Less than three years together and he's already an intractable part of my soul. The most important person in 
my life. Someone I'd feel completely and hopelessly lost without. 


Of course, | can't tell him that right now--any more than | can tell him that | secretly wish he'll get cold feet 


or that Mustaine will change his mind about the arrangement and make it all a moot point anyway. 


Those last two points are purely selfish. | don't even really mean them. I'm the one who encouraged David to 
accept the offer to begin with. The one who talked him through the doubts and hesitations and urged him to 
strike out on his own just like he always dreamed about. We both knew the time would come eventually. Now | 
just need to accept that it has. 


Reminds me of an old saying: if you truly love something, set it free. If it comes back to you, you'll know it's 
yours. If not, it was never meant to be. 


Or something like that. David likes to tease me about forgetting things in my old age. Even if | got the words 
wrong, the message is still clear. That's what I've been trying to do from the start. Get to a point where we 
can let go of each other and trust life to bring us back together. | don't know if David has thought about it 


the same way. All | know is that I'll keep coming back to him as long as he'll have me. 
| also know that I've never been more proud of him than | am right now. 


Everyone you ask--including David himself--would credit me with discovering him, when the truth is that | 
was simply at the right place at the right time. That's not modesty talking. It really was just one of those 


things. Either fate or coincidence, depending on what you believe. 


| certainly wasn't at that party searching for raw talent like the word discover would imply. | didn't even want 
to be there in the first place. Lars did He loves parties but hates going alone, and since his girlfriend was out 
of the country and both Kirk and Rob were busy at the time, he managed to persuade me. I'm still not sure 
how. Chalk it up to Lars being his vocally persistent self and me caving in to shut him up. That's usually how | 
end up in situations with him that I'd otherwise avoid like the plague. Like so-called cocktail parties thrown by 
so-called luminaries of the recording industry. The kind of shindig that sounds casual at first but turns out to 
be black tie. This one was in the ballroom of a five star Los Angeles hotel. | tried to warn Lars when we pulled 
up to the valet line that we were underdressed He assured me that we could walk in there wearing nothing 


but garbage bags and no one would care because "we're fucking Metallica, man!" 


He was right. Of course. | knew I'd given up my chance to back out as | handed my car keys to the valet, so all 
| could do was trudge along behind him as Lars made his usual Hollywood entrance. As always, it was only a 
matter of time before he ran into some acquaintance who begged him to come do shots at their private table, 
leaving me all by my sober self to find some relatively quiet corner where | could pretend to be on the phone 
until Lars got bored again 


There were no quiet corners, though. No places | could possibly sit down uninterrupted. The empty tables were 
awkward conversations with strangers just waiting to happen, and | sure as hell wasn't about to pull up a chair 
at any occupied tables for the same reason That left me no other option but to wander the outskirts of the 
room with my head down, Blackberry in one hand and one of those stupid oversized Voss water bottles in the 


other. | made a point to drink as much water as | could Gave me an excuse to duck into the men's room 


whenever some hanger-on tried to attach themselves or some suit wanted to talk business and wouldn't 


accept "contact our management" as an answer. 


It was on my way to the bathroom, in fact, that | first saw him. The pretty hazel eyed kid with pouty lips and 
long honey blond hair. That's what caught my attention right away: his hair. Straight out of the early-80s 
thrash scene, even though this was 2009 and spikey emo hair was the current trend with guys his age. | 
figured he was a musician of some kind. This was an industry party, after all, and he was deep in conversation 
with someone | recognized as a top record executive. An executive from a label that never had good things to 
say about Metallica or metal in general, so | turned my head away as | walked past their table. Made a mental 


note to point him out to Lars later on since he seems to know everyone in this business. Maybe he'd recognize 


the kid. 
| didn't have to. The kid recognized me instead. 


"Excuse me?" This was about twenty minutes later. | was standing at the bar waiting for another fancy water 


when he sidled up out of nowhere. "You're James Hetfield, right?" 

“That's right" 

"Holy shit, | can't believe it. This is so fucking awesome!" 

| couldn't think of anything to say other than an awkward "thanks, man" My mouth is pretty damn useless 
whenever anybody puts me on the spot, even if they're someone I'd otherwise be happy to talk with. | didn't 


even get that much out. The kid kept rambling on. 


‘Ive been listening to Metallica since | was five. You guys are my biggest fucking heroes. You and Cliff 
especially. That's why | started playing bass." 


"Ah, cool. Are you in a band?" 


"Um." His gaze dropped to the floor, and he nervously chewed his bottom lip. "Not.y'know. Not right now I'm 


not" 
"Just starting out?" 

"Yeah. Trying to, anyway: 

| could see where this was going. What the kid was up to. Or at least | thought | did 
‘What's your name?" 


"Its, uh..Dominic. It's Dominic." 


| wondered if he was starstruck, the way he hesitated like that, or if he caught himself just before he gave 
the wrong name. He sure as hell didn't look like a Dominic. He looked like someone who'd have a more mundane, 
white bread name. Like Jason Because honestly, thats who he reminded me of at first. Dominic was probably a 
stage name he came up with because he thought it sounded worldly and mature. | was tempted to call his 


bluff and suggest he stick with the real one instead. Wasn't my place, though. 
"Dominic." | put out my hand. "Nice to meet you, man." 


His grip was shaky, his palm slick and clammy. | couldn't help but think his eyes looked suspiciously glassy as 
well, but he was holding a beer in the opposite hand, which probably explained both. Not that it should have 


mattered to me either way. 
"Do you have a--°" 


"A pen?" Oddly enough, | wished | did. | normally decline autograph and photo requests from fans but would've 


made an exception in his case. "Nah, sorry. Forgot to bring one." 
“Actually, | was gonna ask if you had a minute to--" 


Someone cleared their throat behind us. The kid clamped his mouth shut and threw whoever it was an 
apologetic look. The executive he was talking with earlier. The one with the cold, beady eyes and the ten 
thousand dollar suit. The one who, now that | could see him close-up, looked to be pushing ninety. I'd forgotten 
how impatient these elderly execs could be. Dominic had probably wandered over in the middle of their 


conversation and the guy blamed me for distracting him. 


‘lm sorry." The kid's demeanor had changed in an instant. His posture was suddenly unnaturally stiff and his 


smile even more so. "I have to get back." 

"Hey, no problem." 

It was an honor to meet you.” 

"Same here." 

| did my best not to be too obvious as | watched him walk away. He was wearing a thin silk shirt unbuttoned 
halfway to his navel and black leather pants so tight they might've been applied with a spray can Exactly the 
sort of outfit | gave Kirk shit for during our Load days. ("Yo, Prince just called. He wants his wardrobe back") | 
wondered for a moment if that's where Dominic got the idea Being new to this business, he probably assumed 


that's how rock stars dress for industry events. 


Not that | was complaining. He looked.well, | tried not to think too hard about that. Especially when | saw the 


executive's hand glide down the small of the kid's back and settle just above the swell of his ass. 


Suddenly | felt nauseous. And more than a little bit angry. That old vulture probably didn't give a damn either 
way about the kid's talent. All he saw was fresh meat. | was torn between following them to their table so 
that | could run interference and minding my own business. For all | knew, Dominic sought out the exec's 
company rather than the other way around. | reminded myself again not to make assumptions. Or judgments. 
He may have looked painfully young, but he was obviously a grown man and therefore capable of making his 
own decisions. If one of them was to sleep his way toward stardom, that was his choice. Certainly not my place 


to object. 

Still. | couldn't help but wish we'd had more time to talk. It sounded like Dominic was about to ask me for 
advice. | would gladly have offered it too, no strings attached. At the very least | could have borrowed a pen 
and given him my number. 

It bugged me to the point that, by the time | returned from my next trip to the restroom, I'd resolved to do 
exactly that. Only now | couldn't find him. | made several circuits around the room to no avail. It appeared that 
he and the executive had already left. My only chance of reaching out to Dominic now would be to call the 
label, though | already suspected that would get me nowhere. They would assume | was trying to poach one of 
their prospective artists and deny having heard of him. Any further detective work on my part would raise 
the wrong sets of eyebrows in both of our camps. 

Dejected, | made my way back to Lars. 

He was slouched in an oversized velvet chair with his knees splayed and the buttons of his shirt askew. On 
either arm were a girl and a guy no older than Dominic. Similarly dressed and equally glassy-eyed. Lars had his 
arms draped casually around both of them. Speaking of Load-era debauchery. He looked even more ridiculous 
now. Someone needed to tell him he was getting too old for this shit. 

"Can | borrow you for a second?" 

He murmured something to his companions and followed me to a relatively quiet corner. 

"What's up?" 

"Think I'm gonna bail out. This place is giving me claustrophobia" 

Lars rolled his eyes. "Could you be any more of a geezer?" 

"l'm serious, man" 


"Okay, fine. Just let me grab my coat" 


"I didn't mean that you have to come with me. Not if you're having a good time. | can leave my car here and 


tell the valet--" 


"Nah, you go ahead" Lars gave me a playful slap on the shoulder. "I'll catch a ride later on" 

"You sure?" 

"Positive." 

"Thanks, man. Sorry for being a buzzkill." 

"Don't worry about it. lim impressed you stuck around as long as you did" 

| wasn't about to tell him exactly why. But curiosity did get the better of me as | watched his companions 
tumble into the seat of the chair and start groping each other. There was something weirdly theatrical about 
it. 

"By the way," | whispered, "who the hell are those two?" 

Lars shrugged. "We haven't gotten around to names yet." 

‘| mean, what's their deal?" The more | looked around, the more | realized the room was absolutely crawling 
with those same types of people. Designer clothes. Vacant eyes. Every one of them just this side of jailbait. 
"Are they musicians? Models? Groupies? What?" 

"Are you kidding me?" he chuckled. 

"No. What's so funny?" 

"You. | can't believe how out of touch you are sometimes." 

"Lars, just fuckin’ tell me already." 

He leaned in to whisper. "They're escorts, dude." 

"What?" 

Escorts!" 

| heard you the first time. Its just.seriously? All of ‘em?" 

"Far as | know." 


Something clenched in my stomach. 


"Why?" Lars teased. "You want one?" 


"Hell no." 
"Then why'd you ask?" 


| shook my head, trying not to look as queasy as | was starting to feel. "If thats true, just make sure you bag 
it up before you do anything." 


"Like you really need to tell me that." 
"Double bag it, in fact." 
"Okay Dad." 


| gave him a parting flip of the bird and took the quickest route possible back to the lobby. Not that | 
appeared to be leaving any time soon. There were two valets working the whole damn party. The one who took 
my ticket told me he'd have my car in five minutes. | had a feeling that was a generous estimate, so | decided 
to walk around and get some air rather than hang out up front in case the paparazzi came nosing around. | 


turned the collar of my jacket up and kept my head down as | shuffled off down the sidewalk. 


Try as | did, | couldn't keep my mind off of Dominic. Especially after what Lars told me. There was no sense 
assuring myself that maybe he really was just a wannabe rock star because | knew better. | also knew how his 
story would most likely end, and it broke my heart. Never mind that it was still none of my business. Or 
maybe it was. He told me | was his hero. He gave me the only genuine smile | saw all night. | felt like | let him 
down by allowing him to walk away with that executive. Like | was therefore responsible for whatever happened 


to him from that point on. 
Remember what | said earlier about fate? 


It wasn't ten seconds later that | heard something from the alley behind the hotel. Something that raised the 
hackles on my neck and made me stop in my tracks. The slam of a car door. The muffled scuff and stomp of 


shoes against pavement. A voice | wouldn't otherwise have recognized if | hadn't just been thinking about it. 
"No, please, | said | was sorry! Just please let me--" 

Then a meaty thud. Flesh against flesh. And a pained groan, 

"Heyl" | shouted, even though | was still at least fifty feet away. | broke into a run, desperate to close the 
distance as fast as | could. By now | could hear the punches and pleas over the drumbeat of my own soles. | 
skidded to a stop when | reached the mouth of the alley. What | saw in the streetlights‘ glare made my 


stomach churn and my hands clench instinctively into fists. 


A black limousine. Both the driver's and passenger doors wide open. Two men the size of gorillas and between 


them, Dominic. One had the kid's arms wrenched behind his back. The other had him by the throat, fist cocked 


for a sucker punch. 

"Hey! Leave him alone!" 

It was too late. The kid screamed as blow struck his jaw, snapping his face to the side. 

All | could see in that moment was red. 

| said get the fuck off of him!" 

| must have startled them into letting go, because Dominic crumpled to the ground as his assailants whipped 
around to face me. Bodyguards by the look of them. The one who'd been pummeling him stepped right over the 
kid's body and planted himself between us. 

"Get lost, asshole. This is none of your business.’ 

"Like hell it's not!" 

Sucker Punch took another defiant step. "Fuckin! want some of this?" 


‘| want you to back off and leave that kid alone." 


He reached for something under his jacket--probably a gun--before the other meathead caught him by the 


arm and hissed what sounded like a warning into his ear. All | caught was my own name. 

"| don't give a fuck who he is!" Sucker Punch insisted, although at least he'd stopped reaching for whatever he 
was about to draw on me. His knuckles were a pulpy mess. | hoped he'd busted them open on the kid's teeth, 
but from the amount of blood seeping between Dominic's fingers as he covered his face, | suspected otherwise. 
| also hoped he would get stupid and charge at me so I'd have the excuse to fuck him up as best | could. Even 
if it put me in the hospital or landed my name in the tabloids. | didn't care as long as it spared the kid any 
further blows. 


"That's enough," said a muffled voice from inside the limo. "Put him in the car." 


By him, he apparently meant Dominic, because that's who the other goon went to lift up before | pulled out my 
phone. 


"Leave him right there or | call the cops." 
Which | was going to regardless. 


"Listen, faggot--" 


"Never mind," said their boss. "Just get in here and go." 

They complied without argument, but not before Sucker Punch delivered two parting kicks to Dominic's ribs. | 
had no way of stopping him. Not without inevitably making it worse for the kid. | waited until Sucker Punch 
ducked into the back seat and his buddy behind the wheel before | rushed over to the cowering form. | caught 
a fleeting glimpse of the executive's scowling face as | knelt down. Then the door slammed, and | turned back to 
Dominic as the heat of squealing tires washed over us. 

He cringed and tried to crawl away when | touched his shoulder. 


‘Its okay," | assured him. "They're gone. They're not gonna hurt you any more." 


He kept crawling. Kept pushing my hands away as | tried to help him up. Finally | got the picture and allowed 
him to grab onto a Dumpster and pull himself to his feet. 


"Where's my phone?" he asked, voice trembling and thick with blood. 

| glanced around the pavement. "It's not here. Maybe you dropped it somewhere.” 
"Shit! SHIT! | think he has it" 

"Don't worry about that right now. We need to get you to a hospital’ 

"No hospital" he whimpered frantically. "And no cops" 

"They just beat the living shit out of you. We can't just--' 

"| SAID NO! 


| caught my breath at the sight of Dominic's face. One eye swollen nearly shut and the lower half drenched in 


blood. It was impossible to tell where all it was coming from. 


"Stop looking at me!" He turned back to the wall of the Dumpster. "Please. Just let me borrow your phone for 


a second so | can call a cab." 

"And go where?" 

He shook his head. "I don't know. Just gotta get outta here” 

That's when | remembered why | ended up in this alley to begin with. 


"| have a car. l'll take you wherever you want." 


Dominic hesitated as if considering. "Where is it?" 

"My car? Right around the corner at the valet station" 
"Rather call a cab." 

"Listen, Dominic--" 

"It's David!" 


| felt a lump rise in my throat at the sound of his name. "David. I'm sorry. | was just gonna say that you'll be 
waiting forever this time of night. Let's take my car. Get you cleaned up and figure out what to do from 
there." 


It took a few more attempts at gentle persuasion before David finally relented. | insisted he wear my jacket 
since his shirt was torn to hell and gave him the black bandanna from my back pocket to hold over his face. 
By no minor miracle, we made it back to my waiting car without anyone recognizing us or otherwise 
interfering. He said nothing as | drove off in the direction of the Hyatt where | was staying the night. Not until 
he glanced over while | was stopped at a light and noticed me texting. 


"Who're you talking to?" 
"Lars," | lied. "Nothing about what happened. Just checking in" 


David pressed the bandanna back under his nose and hunched even further into my jacket. It was huge on him. 
He looked like a street kid huddling in the cold, even though it was a mild Hollywood night. All | wanted to do was 
get him somewhere warm and safe. It made me feel even worse about deceiving him just then, even if it was 
for his own good. That's assuming he trusted me to begin with. For all | knew, he fully expected me to take 


advantage of him and was allowing it to happen simply because | was being kind to him. 
Or because | was his hero. 


My heart sank again. I'd never realized exactly how much power came with being someone's hero--and how 
much responsibility. This wasn't some groupie coming back to my room for a good time. This was someone 
vulnerable. Someone who followed me because they had nowhere else to go and no one else willing to help them 
in that moment. | needed to prove to David that | understood and respected that. That | respected him. 


No sooner had | gotten him back to the hotel and into my suite than there was a knock at the door. David 
froze, his good eye wide with fear. | called out for the visitors to wait a second before | steered David over to 


a chair. 


"They can't find us," | assured him. "And even if they could, they have no way of getting up to this floor, let 


alone this room. Not without authorization" 

"Then who's that? Lars?" 

| shook my head. "Full disclosure, okay? | texted the medics from our road crew." 
"Fuck! | said no hospital!" 


"I know. You're not going to the hospital tonight unless there's something seriously wrong. | just want them to 


check you out. All right?" 

"James..." 

Another knock. 

"Please. Just let them have a look" 

David sighed and turned away. | took that as a yes. 

He wouldn't let me stick around while they examined him. | had to retreat to the hallway, where | sat with my 
back to the wall and tried to decipher the muffled voices drifting under the door. Looking back, I'm pretty sure 
I'd already made up my mind by that point. Already come up with a plan. | just didn't realize it yet. All| could 
think about right then was how to keep David from running away as soon as the medics left. 

The door opened about ten minutes later. 

David was in the shower. Todd, one of the medics, was who brought me back inside and gave me a rundown of 
David's condition. His ribs were badly bruised but didn't appear to be fractured. No evidence of internal 
bleeding. David's nose was most likely broken, but there was no way to tell for sure without an x-ray until the 
swelling went down. It didn't appear to be bad if that was the case. He also had a split lip and a couple loose 
molars that would probably be fine where they were as long as he didn't mess with them. 

"He okay without a hospital tonight?" 

Todd shrugged. 

"What does that mean?" | asked. 

"Means there are no life threatening injuries," he replied. "But | would still be careful if | were you." 


"Why's that?" 


Todd gave me the same look that Lars did when | asked who the people at the party were. Like | should already 


know. 
"Did you see his eyes? Or his eye, rather?" 
"Yeah. You think he's on something?" 


"He denied it the first time | asked. When | asked again, he admitted to snorting some coke at the party. Couple 


lines. Nothing more. He swore up and down that he's not a habitual user." 

"Do you believe him?" 

"That's what they all say." 

‘Is that a no?" 

"Hard to tell. | checked his pockets after he got in the shower and they were clean His nose is too much of a 
mess right now to check for septum deterioration. There were no track marks anywhere that | could see. We 
checked him out as thoroughly as we could If he's using regularly, it hasn't been for very long.’ 

"Any chance he could go into withdrawal any time soon?" 

"Hard to tell," Todd repeated. "That's why | told you to be careful. Who is this guy anyway?" 


"He's a musician." 


There was that look again | knew better than to insist, even though it was the truth, and Todd clearly knew 
better than to argue. Instead he watched as the other two gathered their equipment. 


"Where's he staying?" 
"Here. So | can keep an eye on him." 
"Do the others know?" 


It took me a minute to realize he meant my bandmates. "Not yet. And I'd appreciate if you guys didn't mention 
this to them or anyone else. Let me handle that." 


They refused the cash | offered in exchange for their help. Todd made me promise to call if there were any 
changes in David's condition. He left with a handshake and a wary look in his eyes. 


Actually, it was more of a you must be out of your ever-loving mind look. 


| couldn't blame him. | would have the same reaction to anyone else in my place. It's one thing to bring a fucked 


up stranger to your room when you're an equally fucked up rock star. ts another thing entirely when you're 
a straight-edge rock star who doesn't even drink caffeine any more. 


For a moment | wondered what the hell had gotten into me. Then | reminded myself that there were no drugs 
or alcohol in this room. Nothing that could tempt me. Nothing substance-wise, at any rate. The worst that 
could happen is that David would start jonesing and leave. Which, to be honest, scared me more than anything 
else right then. 


The sound of the water shutting off broke me out of my trance. | walked over to the bathroom door and 
knocked softly. "David?" 


"Be out in a second," he called. 

"There's no hurry. | just brought you some clean clothes." 

He opened the door a few inches. Just enough for me to see that he was dripping wet and had a towel 
clutched loosely around his hips. | dropped my gaze to the carpet, cursing myself for the momentary twinge in 
my groin. 

"You don't have to do that." 

"I know, but | also know that leather pants aren't very comfortable to sleep in" 


"Sleep in?" He opened the door wider but kept his face hidden behind it. "You mean you want me to stay here?" 


"Todd says you're okay but not out of the woods. I'd feel better if you were somewhere that | could check on 
you." 


A few seconds of confused silence. Then, "where would | sleep?" 
"The bed." 

"Yeah, but..there's only one." 

"One bed, two couches." 

David sighed. | couldn't tell if it sounded relieved or disappointed. 
‘lm not gonna kick you out of your bed, man" 

"You're not kicking me out if | already volunteered." 


"| can take the couch" 


"No way. What you need right now is a nice comfortable bed with plenty of room to stretch out. And don't 
worry about me. If | can sleep soundly on the bunk in a tour bus, I'll be more than okay on a couch for one 
night." 


"How come you're being so nice to me?" 


There was something both painfully innocent and depressingly cynical in David's tone. And in the question itself. 
| was simultaneously glad and heartbroken that he had the wherewithal to ask. 


"Honestly?" | chuckled, trying to sound disarming. "Most people | know would say it's because l'm a big ol 


soffie." 

"What's the real reason?" 

"Real reason is because | want to make sure you're safe. | don't know exactly what happened back there, and | 
won't ask unless you want to tell me, but | can't in good conscience leave you alone right now. Call it peace of 


mind. Even though that's maybe a little selfish on my part" 


David was silent for a minute. Then relief flooded into me as | heard a quiet but genuine laugh from behind the 


door. 

"They're right. You do sound like a big softie." 

"Ill neither confirm nor deny that accusation" 

He stuck out his arm. It took me a moment to realize he was waiting for the clean clothes | mentioned. 


"Come on out here after you're dressed. We'll put one of those ice packs on your face, and I'll call down for 


room service if you're hungry." 
| don't think | can eat. My mouth is beat to shit” 
‘lm sure they have soup and ice cream." 


They didn't have either. Best | could do was a side of mashed potatoes instead of the fries that would normally 
come with the burger | ordered. Truth is, | wasn't hungry either, but | wanted to have something on hand 
nonetheless. 


David walked into the sitting room as | was hanging up the phone. He was wearing my plaid pajama pants, but 
just barely. They were two sizes too big and he had rolled the waistband several times so they wouldn't fall 
down. Despite the valiant effort | could still see both hipbones and a pale tuft of pubic hair. The shirt would 


have covered it all if it weren't still in his hands. 


There went that twinge in my groin again. 

"Sorry," | said sheepishly. "| packed on a couple pounds these last few years and | don't have anything smaller." 
"Do you, um, have another shirt, maybe?" 

"What's wrong? Not a Diamond Head fan?" 

"No, no, they're fucking awesome. It's just.this looks like a really cool vintage shirt and | feel bad sleeping in it.” 
"Why? That's what | use it for. Most comfortable shirt | own" 

David considered for a moment, then pulled it carefully over his head 

"Can't believe I'm wearing this," he whispered reverently. 

"Looks good on you." 

"You're just saying that." 

"Not true. You definitely look more metal, that's for sure." 

"| look like shit right now." 

If only | could have gotten up and hugged him without hurting his ribs. Or coming across like an opportunistic 
creep. Or inadvertently popping a boner. It had been years since | had anyone this young and beautiful in my 
room, regardless of circumstances. The last thing | wanted to do was give David the wrong impression because 


the little head had different ideas than the big one. Instead | gave him the most reassuring look | could muster. 


"We've all looked like that at some point. Everyone in metal, | mean. | won't call it a rite of passage, but it's 


definitely an occupational hazard." 

David shook his head. | figured he didn't believe me and was about to launch into an only-slightly-exagger ated 
account of how often my bandmates and | got our asses kicked at his age when | heard a ragged sniffle and 
realized he was crying. 

Shit. He probably thought | was trivializing what happened. 


"David--" 


"This is what | get for thinking I'm too good for him." 


"What are you talking about?" 

"Guy | was with at the party. That's what he said before he told his bodyguards to fuck me up." 

"Jesus," | whispered. 

He wiped his nose on the back of his hand, smearing his wrist with blood. "Last time all he wanted was to 
watch me jerk off in the back of the limo. This time he had a video camera. He wanted to film me while | 
sucked his cock and let his bodyguard fuck me. | told him | don't do porn any more, but he didn't believe me. 
Thought | was making up excuses because | didn't want him." 

| swallowed against the nausea rising in my chest, but there was nothing | could do about my burning face or 
the red buzz of anger in my ears. If only I'd done something more at the party. | might have stopped all of 
this from happening. 

"So he got pissed off and retaliated?" 

David nodded, head down and his face obscured by wet hair. 

"He told them to aim for the face. Said if | wasn't pretty, maybe | wouldn't be so picky from now on" 

Hot tears blurred my vision | had to swallow again just to speak 

"Fuck, David.l'm sorry." 


"Don't be." 


"But | am. You don't deserve that kind of shit. If that motherfucker were here right now, I'd put his head 
through the wall." 


"Stop it," David snapped. 
| caught my breath at the sharpness of his tone. "Stop what?" 
"Feeling sorry for me. Looking at me like I'm weak and pathetic and can't even stand up for myself" 


"But you did stand up for yourself," | tried to explain. "It's not your fault that you were outnumbered back 


there. It's definitely not your fault that he was a fucking pervert who wouldn't take no for an answer." 
"You don't understand. It IS my fault!" 


"No its not, I'm telling you." 


"If you knew what |--" 


Another knock at the door. David froze and pressed a trembling fist to his mouth. | held up a palm--trembling 
now as well--to tell him to stay put while | checked the peep hole. 


Room service. l'd completely forgotten about the food | ordered. 

"Leave it there," | called through the door. 

When | turned back around, David was gone. 

My heart nearly stopped until | heard muffled sniffling from the other room. | found him sitting on the edge 
of the bed, face buried in a towel streaked with fresh blood. He turned away at my approach but allowed me 
to sit beside him. | put the ice pack on the mattress between us and waited until he rolled it into the towel and 
pressed it to his nose before | spoke again 

"I know about the escort service, if that's what you were about to say." 

He nodded. 

"And | also know that doesn't excuse what happened to you. Assholes like that don't need an excuse. Chances 
are he would've pulled the same shit if you were sitting in his office trying to negotiate a record deal. They're 
fucking vultures who look for any opportunity they can get to take advantage of people like you." 


"What do you mean, people like me?" 


"Honest musicians trying to catch a break. Ask any band in the business. This shit happens more often than 


you realize." 

"Did it happen to you guys?" 

| sighed. It doesn't always feel good to realize how lucky you've been Sometimes it downright hurts. 
"We ran into our share of sleazebags along the way." 

"But you never had to fuck your way to a record deal, right?" 

"No. We were fortunate." 


David glared at the bloodstains on the towel, no doubt cursing the randomness of good fortune. | would've given 


anything in that moment to trade mine for his. 


"Wasn't supposed to be like this," he whispered 


"| know, man." 


He told me the whole story then. How he came to Hollywood from his hometown in Minnesota five years 

before--only eighteen and fresh out of high school--in hopes of breaking into the west coast thrash scene. 
How he hooked up with a promising local band that soon fell apart for reasons completely unrelated to talent 
or musical vision. How the same thing inevitably happened with every band he subsequently joined. David was 
never in the spotlight long enough for his bass prowess to be noticed by anyone but the next doomed band. 


It went on that way for the next three years. David refused to be discouraged. He had a dream, and like any 
dream worth pursuing, he accepted that there would be struggles and sacrifices along the way. But by then, 
his hopes were fading fast. There were bills to pay. Equipment to maintain. It cost money to make money, and 
David was barely breaking even. He gave in and called the number on a business card that a man representing 
a "modeling agency" had slipped him after a recent show. That's what this particular porn syndicate was calling 
their performers. Models. 


At first it seemed easy and relatively tame. Photo shoots for fetish sites. Leather. Costumes. Nothing hands- 
on except for the occasional jerkoff shots or close-ups of his ass with a toy inside. If thats what it took to 
keep a roof over his head long enough to catch a break, it was worth it. At least that's what David told 
himself. 


Then his van was stolen. They found it the next day--minus the tires, rims, and all of the equipment inside. 
David had to empty his bank account just to ransom his bass and amps back from the pawn shop. 


Desperate for cash, he agreed to do a series of films. Hardcore shit. Scenes that left him bleeding and bruised, 
vomiting up come in the bathroom afterward and trembling with pain and humiliation. It was why he initially 
turned down the offers that came in from escort agencies that had seen his photo shoots. Suddenly playing 
arm candy to rich old men didn't seem so bad by comparison. 

Famous last words. 

David was sobbing so hard by the end of the story that he could barely sit up. | put my arms around him 
just to keep him from falling off the bed. Rather than push me away like | expected, he immediately tucked his 
head beneath my chin and soaked my shirt with tears. | held him as tight as | could without hurting his ribs. 
Stroked his hair. Prayed for the right words and the strength not to cry right along with him. 

"Its all over now," | whispered. "You never have to go through that again | promise." 

"Yeah, ‘cause l'm ruined." 


"David, you're not ruined. Not in the slightest” 


"That asshole said he'd call the agency. Tell them | tried to rob him and that's why his bodyguards beat me up. 


l'm already out of a job." 

"Fuck that job. You don't need that job anyway." 

"Yes | do," he protested 

"No you don't. And you know why?" 

"Why?" 

"Because you already have a new one." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Just so happens there's an opening on Metallica's road crew." 
He pulled back, blinking with disbelief. "No way." 


Its true," | assured him. "Rob's bass tech got sick last month and had to drop out of the tour. Mine is having 
to pull double duty now. We could really use someone with your background and skill." 


"James, man.| can't." 

"Can't or won't?" 

David looked down at his hands. "There's no way l'm qualified" 
"Unless you were lying about your experience just now--" 


| wasn't! It's just that. would be one step away from the actual band. That's a big fucking deal. What happens 
if Rob can't play the show? Would | have to fill in?" 


"Only if you felt up to it" 

"Holy shit," he whispered. "That's crazy. You haven't even heard me play." 

"We'll be back in the Bay Area tomorrow. One more gig and then we're off until the new year. Not much time 
to bring you up to speed with the holidays and all, but we can start with the essentials. | assume you know a 
few of our songs at least" 


"You fucking kidding me? | know them alll" 


There it is. That beautiful smile | remembered from the party. A bit bloodied and lopsided now, but no less 


beaming. 

"See? You're practically overqualified." 

"Oh man.| don't know what to say." 

"Do you need some time to think?" 

David shook his head. "I'd be an idiot not to say yes." 

"Don't say it unless you mean it.” 

"I mean it. | totally mean it" 

"There's one stipulation, though...” 

The smile dropped away, replaced with a familiar wariness in David's good eye. | watched his gaze travel from 
my face to my lap, then quickly down to our feet and back up to my face again, and | cringed at the 
realization He assumed | expected him to repay the favor. 

"Don't worry," | added, "it's not what you think" 

"What is it?" 

"Metallica has a very strict No Drugs policy.” 

David let his breath out. "Not a problem." 

"Are you sure?" 

‘Im not a junkie, man. | swear. | wasn't lying to that medic just now." 


"You're not dependent at all?" 


"| smoke weed sometimes to take the edge off. Get out of my head after a date, y'know? But I'm not hooked or 
anything.” 


"What about the coke?" 


"That was only for the party. The guy gave it to me, said it was to keep my energy up. | don't even like that 
stuff. | tried it before a show once and fucked up my solo because my hands were moving way too fast. | 


sure as hell wouldn't do it around you guys." 


He meant it. | could hear it in his voice and feel it in the air between us. But | needed him to realize how 


serious this was. 

"You understand why we have a zero tolerance policy, right? Why it's so important?" 
"Of course." 

"That goes for weed too." 


"Dude, | won't even drink a beer while we're on tour." 


| chuckled. "Not saying you have to go that far. You can still enjoy a cold one on your nights off if you'd like. 
"| just. know you've been sober for a long time now. | don't want to let you down" 

The earnestness in David's voice made me want to pull him into my arms all over again 

"As long as you're serious and dedicated, you won't." 


We spent the next several minutes discussing the logistics of the arrangement, starting with what to do about 
David's belongings. | agreed to drive him by his apartment in the morning so that he could pick up the 
essentials--including his favorite bass--and to hire someone to transfer the rest into storage until the next 
leg of our tour was over. From there we would head north. I've always preferred to use my own car 
whenever we play gigs in California, so we weren't as rigidly bound to the schedule as the rest of the crew. | 
also invited David to stay in my guest room. It didn't make sense to waste time looking for a rental when there 
was so much for him to learn in just a few short weeks. After that, he would officially join the crew, traveling 


and rooming with his fellow guitar techs. 


Gone was the hesitation in his voice when | first made the offer. In its place was excitement and confidence. He 
hung on every word and asked the sorts of technical questions | rarely hear from aspiring crew members. | 


already knew he'd be a natural. 


Convincing my bandmates would be the real challenge. Thankfully Rob, the one David would be working most 
closely with, was the most chill of us all. | knew he would be willing to give David a chance on my 
recommendation alone and was equally sure that he would be sold once he heard David play. Kirk would 
probably raise an eyebrow and not lower it again until we got to Europe, but that's as far as his objections 
usually went. | should say that convincing Lars would be the real challenge. Even if he didn't remember David 
from the party, he would take one look at the kid and assume | was thinking with my dick again. With good 
reason. Lars knew me better than anyone. He knew | had particular a soft spot for long haired, wide-eyed 
midwestern bassists. No doubt he would notice the same similarities between David and Jason that | did and 
ask what the hell | was getting myself into. 


At least he wouldn't have much time to argue if he wanted the band to stay on schedule. 


David, meanwhile, had to resist the urge to call his family in Minnesota and tell them the amazing news. For 

one thing, it was almost three in the morning where they were. He also knew they would demand to know all 

the details and he needed more time to make up a more palatable explanation for how he crossed paths with 
his idol and ended up joining his favorite band's crew. Why Metallica was suddenly giving him a chance despite 
his dismal luck. 


"Why are you?" he asked, 


By then | had finally changed clothes and heated up the food that was waiting outside the door. David carefully 


maneuvered a bite of mashed potatoes into his mouth as | contemplated how best to answer. 
"Well, there are two reasons," | finally said. "One is a bit more selfish than the other, lIl admit" 
It was hard to tell from the bruises, but | think he blushed. 

"Oh yeah?" 


"The most important reason is that you deserve it. You're long overdue for a break, and | wanted you to have 


the chance to learn firsthand about life on the road without having to worry all the time about money.” 
"What's the selfish reason?" 
"That | couldn't sleep at night if | knew that you were out there struggling." 


It hung there in the air between us. Something that | couldn't yet understand enough to articulate, even to 


myself. Then | realized how my response must have sounded. 
‘lm sorry," | added. "| didn't mean it that way." 
"What way?" 


Like you can't take care of yourself without my help. | know that's not true. | just meant that, with all those 
assholes trying to take advantage of you--" 


‘Its okay," David said, without even a trace of his earlier defensiveness. "| knew what you meant. | just wanted 


to hear it again. Make sure I'm not imagining all this." 
"Like | said. That's not the only reason" 
"Can | ask you something else?" 


| could tell by his shy but curious tone that it would be a personal question, and | instinctively tensed. Then | 


reminded myself that David had just trusted me with the most painful and intimate details of his life. It was 
only fair that | do the same. 


"Anything." 

"Are you, um..?" 

"Am | what?" 

"Never mind. Forget it" He gave a nervous laugh. "It's none of my business anyway." 
"David, come on. | said you could ask me anything" 

"Okay, well..| know you're divorced, and | know you had a girlfriend recently." 
"We split up." 

"Oh. Sorry." 

| shrugged. "It happens." 

"So is there anyone who would.! dunno..have a problem with me?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"Like freak out about how we met?" 


"Well, there's Lars," | joked. "Freaking out is standard operating procedure for him. But don't worry, he'll get 


over it once he realizes l'm serious." 

"No one else?" 

| shook my head. 

"Are you guys..?" 

"What?" 

"Together?" 

| couldn't help but laugh. If only David knew how many times I'd been asked that question. And seen tabloid 


headlines. And heard people whispering when they didn't think | could hear. For all | knew, there were perverts 


writing fan fiction about us on the internet. 


"Nah. Nothing like that. Lars and | are practically brothers. That's why we give each other so much shit and 
put up with it happily." 


Jason and |, on the other hand.. 


But that was ancient history, and not something that bore mentioning unless David asked. Which | hoped he 


wouldn't any time soon, 
"Oh, okay. | was just curious, | guess." 
"What did you mean about people having a problem with you?" 


"| like guys." He looked down at the plate in his lap. "I like girls sometimes too, but mostly guys. My family 


doesn't know yet. | have to be careful who | tell” 

"You'll be okay with the crew, if that's what you're worried about" 
David put the plate aside and met my eyes again "What about you" 
"Does that bother me, you mean?" 

He nodded 


"Of course not." Then, after | swallowed the hesitation and decided to trust him: "I'm in the same boat you 


are. 
"Really?" he whispered. 

"Yeah. If that's any consolation" 

"Is that part of the reason you gave me this job?" 

"No. Why would you think that?" 

Maybe because it was the most reasonable assumption anyone could have made just then 
"You probably knew | was gay all along” 

"| had a feeling, yeah" 


"So | thought maybe you felt sorry for me, or." David's voice dropped to a whisper again, ".maybe you liked 


me. 


It shouldn't have caught me off guard the way it did. Not if l'd been reading between the lines. Not if I'd been 
honest with myself about just how drawn to him I'd become in the few short hours we'd known each other. Or 
maybe that's exactly why the suggestion startled me. Because l'd been unknowingly tiptoeing around it this 


entire time. 

"David." 

Because he wasn't wrong. 

"It's okay. You can be honest with me." 


| still don't know which one of us slipped his hand into the other's. | just remember feeling the warmth of 


another palm against mine, then looking down and seeing our fingers already entwined. 

"| do like you. | like you a lot." 

There was no point in adding but only as a friend, because David asked for honesty and that would have been a 
lie. A lie he would have seen straight through when he climbed into my lap a moment later and | immediately 
slid my hands around his slender waist instead of pushing him away. When | met his approaching lips and 
opened my mouth to receive his tongue. The taste of blood should have put me off, but the heady, dangerous 
tang only made me hungrier. | wound my tongue around his. Slid my fingers into his damp hair and tilted his 
head so that | could reach even deeper into his mouth. Groaned as he bucked his hips, driving his straining 
cock against mine. All | wanted when he slid his hands up the back of my shirt was to let go long enough to let 
him pull it over my head. Wanted so badly to dig my fingers into that firm little ass and listen to David 
scream my name as | pushed myself inside. 

"Take me to bed," he whispered when he finally came up for air. 

Its a miracle | didn't come right then. | was so dizzy with lust | could barely speak 

"| can't" 

"Then take me right here." 

God help me. 


"| mean, | can't do this. It wouldn't be right." 


"Yes it would," he breathed into the crook of my neck. "You saved my life. There's no way | could ever pay you 
back, but | can make you feel good. 


"You don't have to pay me back. Ever." 


"But | want to." 
"David--" 


He cupped the back of my head and pressed our foreheads together, sending warm shivers over my entire 


scalp. 

"Anything you want, Ill do it." 

"I know you would, but--" 

"Please." | felt a tear run down his nose and onto mine. "I love you and | just want to make you feel good" 
"You barely know me." 

"Doesn't matter." 


He went to kiss me again and | caught his face in both hands. As carefully as possible, but | still saw a flash of 


pain in his good eye. | assumed it was the physical kind and cursed my clumsiness. 
"David, l'm sorry. We can't do this right now." 

"Is it my face?" 

"What?" My heart sank as | realized what he meant. "No. Of course not" 


"I can lay on my stomach so you don't have to look at me. Or we can turn the lights out. Whichever you 


want" 
"| dont want to do either" 

He hopped off my lap before | could stop him 
"You think I'm ugly" 

"David, stop. That's not what | meant" 

"You don't want me 

"That's not true either.” 


A sob hitched in his throat. "I promise, | won't look like this forever. My face will heal up in a week or two. 


That's what the medic said" 

"It has nothing to do with the way you look." 

"| don't believe you." 

"You're beautiful, David" | gently brushed the hair away from his eyes and wiped his tears with my thumbs. 
‘lm telling you. You're absolutely gorgeous, and under any other circumstances | would spend the rest of the 
night proving that | mean it" 


"Why not tonight?" 


"Because we just met. And | wasn't planning on getting involved with anyone during this tour, so l'm not exactly 


prepared." 

| can get us some condoms." 

"What | meant was--" 

‘lm clean," he insisted. "Got tested last week. | can show you the paperwork in the morning.’ 

| thought about making up some white lie about needing to get tested myself, but | was determined to keep 
things honest between us. "I'm not worried about catching anything. I'm talking about being emotionally 
prepared, which neither of us are at the moment." 


"What do you mean?" 


"I just got out of a relationship. Not a very happy one, but a pretty serious one nonetheless. You went through 
something really traumatic tonight. It's not the best time to be jumping into bed" 


"But we just made out." 
"I know, and | shouldn't have let that happen the way it did. That's another thing you need to understand about 


me. I'm not like the stories you've heard. Not any more. Sex was part of my addiction and | take it a lot more 


seriously now than | used to. There's also the fact that I'm twice your age’ 
David looked heartbroken "So what? We're just. friends?" 

"For the time being, at least! 

"Is that really what you want?" 


Its not about what we want. Its about what's best for both of us right now. Especially you. You're about to 


start a whole new chapter of your life. That's what you need to focus on. Not make things any more 


complicated than you have to. Not get distracted by a relationship while you're trying to learn 
He got up and shuffled into the bedroom. 
"David?" 


No answer. | found him curled up in the sheets, bloodied towels pushed off onto the floor. He looked tiny and 
broken again. All | wanted was to take back everything | just said. Make love and let him fall asleep wrapped in 


my arms. 


"You're right," he said, voice muffled by the cocoon. "This job is my dream come true. | can't do anything to 


fuck it up." 

| was afraid you would change your mind." 

"Nothing's more important to me. Except making you proud." 
"You already have." 


He tried to get me to sleep in the bed with him. Not with any ulterior motives in mind, he assured me, but 
because he wanted me to be comfortable. | stayed strong. For the most part. After a lonely and sleepless hour 
on the sectional, | crept back into the bedroom and curled up on the smaller couch beside the bed. It was too 
short to stretch out but | didn't care. | just wanted to be close to him. Watch over him, even though he was 


fast asleep and no longer in any sort of danger. 


There's an old saying that when you save somebody's life, you're responsible for them. That's exactly how | 
felt. It was a strange mixture of fear and confusion and excitement and something huge and undefinable that | 
later realized was love. Maybe when David said it earlier that evening, it planted a seed in my heart. Maybe it 
happened long before that. At the bar, perhaps. The first time he ever smiled at me. 


That's what | finally fell asleep thinking about. 


| woke up several hours later with a kink in my neck and a raging case of morning wood. It didn't help that 
David had kicked off the covers during the night. His too-large pants had slipped halfway down his ass. | spent 
the next twenty minutes jerking off guiltily in the shower as | imagined those slender legs thrown over my 
shoulders. Imagining how tight he must be. That's another reason | pushed him away at the time. The old 
temptation | needed David to be strong so that | could remain that way as well. 


And he was. Far stronger than | expected. He made no mention of what happened--or didn't happen--between 
us the previous night. His biggest concern when | woke him up an hour later was his lost phone. He was 
terrified that the executive would call everyone on his contact list, including his parents, and tell them 


everything. | asked for David's number and picked up the bedside phone. Turns out he dropped his cell at the 


party. It was waiting at the hotel's lost and found. | gave my name, told them to hold it, and sent a runner 


from the crew to pick it up. Crisis averted. 


Speaking of crisis averted, | managed to avoid Lars until we got back to HQ for practice that night. He had a 


massive hangover and a scarf wrapped around his neck to conceal the hickeys. 
"Don't ask," he muttered when | walked into the studio. 
"Likewise," | replied when his eyes flicked to David behind me. 


As | predicted, David and Rob hit it off famously. He wasn't kidding when he claimed to know every song. | had 
assumed he meant the earlier albums, but then he nailed every bass line from Death Magnetic as well. A 
natural. Just like my intuition told me. It felt good to know | could still trust it after all these years, and | was 
glad | listened to it the night before. 


By the time we departed for Europe a few weeks later, David had integrated himself so seamlessly into the 


crew that he may as well have been born into it. 


In a way, he was. He told me once that Metallica had always been his second family. It had just taken him 
longer than expected to find his way home. 


What | said at the beginning about David and | not having spent more than a night apart is true, but not in the 
way it might sound. He continued living in my house during the breaks on tour. His hotel room was always on 
the same floor and in the same hallway as mine. When we weren't practicing for a show, we were jamming 
together. Playing with riffs. Writing pieces of songs that | knew Metallica would never use but that David might 
someday shape into an album of his own. | wondered how long it would be before he outgrew the road crew. 


Before he outgrew Metallica 
Before he outgrew me. 


There was no denying it. | had fallen hard. It was the complete opposite of what | expected would happen when | 
insisted we keep things professional. There he was, ambitious and independent and all but ready to strike out on 
his own. And there | was, stealing glances. Having to look away before David caught me and playing it off as 
simple encouragement whenever he did. Feeling my heart ache whenever he closed his door after wishing me 


goodnight. Lying awake at night, thinking about him. | couldn't help it. All| could do was try my best to hide it. 


| didn't know whether to be relieved or heartbroken when he and Lars’ drum tech eventually started dating. 
Relieved because it was more incentive for David to stay on the crew, and | was selfish that way. Heartbroken 
because..well, | was selfish that way. It meant that he had given up on me. At least that's how it felt. | 
wondered if he'd ever loved me or if he only said it in the throes of lust and gratitude that night. Maybe he 
woke up and saw the light of day. Saw what an old man | was compared to him. Realized he'd be better off 


with someone his own age. 


| was proud of him, just like he'd hoped. | really was. Proud of him for taking my advice. Proud of him for doing 
what | insisted was the right thing. 


| guess I'd just forgotten how much doing the right thing can hurt sometimes. 

Time marched on. We toured Europe that spring. Played the Sonisphere Festival that summer. Made metal 
history when the Big Four thrash bands shared a single stage in Bulgaria and performed a cover of "Am | 
Evil?" by Diamond Head. 

Of course my thoughts flicked to David as soon as | said their name. David in the oversized shirt I'd given him 
to sleep in. The shirt | let him keep and that he wore constantly because it really was that damn comfortable. 
Probably a mistake on my part. | would never be able to think about Diamond Head without thinking of him. | 
could never look at him wearing it without thinking about that night. 

We went through a whole year like this before he finally called me out. 

"Arent you going to say it?" 


This was right after he told me that he and his boyfriend had broken up. It was mutual, according to David. 
They realized they were getting distracted during practice sessions and called it quits for the good of the band. 


"Say what?" | replied. "I told you so?" 

David laughed softly and rubbed the bridge of his nose. It was something of a tic he'd developed since the 
night it got broken. His nose had healed fine without surgery. There was only the slightest bump left over to 
remind him. 

"You warned me, and | didn't listen May as well rub it in" 

"Nah. You know l'm not like that" 

"Good, because that's not what | meant anyway." 

"Then spill it, Ellefson. We've got work to do." 

He crossed his arms playfully and looked me square in the eye. 

"Say what you've been wanting to say all along.” 


My heart thrummed like a guitar string. 


"And what exactly is that?" 


"You tell me." 

| swallowed hard, hoping my suddenly weak knees wouldn't buckle as | stepped toward him. 
“Sure you wanna hear it?" 

"Spill it, Hetfield. We don't have all day." 

He was such an adorable little smartass that | couldn't hold back any longer. 


"I love you too. | wish | could have said it that night. | meant what | said at the time, but | didn't mean that it 


had to be forever. | love you and | want us to be together." 

The tiny scar on David's lip disappeared as he smiled. 

"Are you only saying that because l'm available now?" 

‘Of course not." 

"Because | told you to say it?" 

"No, you little shit. I'm saying it because its true.” 

The gleam in David's eyes when he first introduced himself at the party was nothing compared to the way 
they lit up just then | pulled him into a kiss before he could blind me. | didn't let go until several hours later 


when the entire bed was soaked with sweat and we were panting with exhaustion. 


Now here we are. David in the studio of our shared home and me so caught in the thrall of that particular 


memory that | haven't even noticed that he's stopped playing, let alone opened the door. 

"Hell are you grinning about out here?" he teases. 

"Take a wild guess." 

| dunno. The look on Lars' face when you told him your boyfriend was joining Megadeth?" 

"No, but that was some funny shit for sure.” 

David isn't actually joining Megadeth. Not technically. He's a session bassist now. Or at least he will be for the 
duration of Gigantour 2012, which is why we'll be parting company in the morning. A certain ex-bandmate fired 


yet another bass player at yet another inopportune time and needed someone to fill in until he can find a more 


permanent replacement. Someone who can handle the rigors of touring. Someone he knows is a quick study. 


"Does he really think Mustaine will steal me away from you?" 
"He wouldn't put it past him to try’ 

"What about you?" David asks--even though he already knows the answer. "Are you worried about losing me?" 
Truth is, | worry about that all the time. To love somebody this profoundly is to carry a constant fear of 
their loss in the back of your mind | learned that the hard way the year that Cliff died. Oddly enough, that's 


also the year David was born I've always wondered if that was a coincidence or the universe working in 


mysterious ways as it always seems to do. Opening one door as another closes. 
"Not to Mustaine, I'm not." 


| couldn't have said that twenty years ago. Or even ten. But Dave Mustaine and | got back in touch shortly 
before the Big Four shows and | was amazed by how much he'd grown up since we last talked. How much we 
both had. He called me several months later to ask if David might be interested in signing on for Gigantour, 
having witnessed his bass prowess firsthand while we were backstage in Poland | said that was up to David. He 
said he wouldn't even dream of asking without getting my blessing first. Not just because David was my lover 
and protégé (Mustaine's words, not mine), but because we were friends and he considered it a matter of 


honor. 


Once again | deferred to David. | told Mustaine he had my blessing but didn't need it. This wasn't up to me. 


David was a professional musician and always had been The choice was entirely his. 


To my surprise, David initially said no. | had to explain the same thing to him. It took a week of encouragement, 


of assuring him that | trusted Mustaine and we had long since buried the hatchet, before he finally agreed. 


We both knew it was what he really wanted. That he would spend the rest of his life regretting the lost 
opportunity if he didn't take it now. 


He just needed to know that | trusted him as well. 
"Good, because Mustaine's not my type anyway." 
"You know what | mean." 


David snuggles into the crook of my neck. "Shouldn't be worried about losing me to anyone. This is just a gig, 


remember?" 
"A gig that could turn into a full time job if you're not careful." 


"Not if Mustaine keeps changing bassists like he changes socks." 


"Don't underestimate your talent.” 
"Don't underestimate how much | love Metallica" 
lm serious, David. You're light years better than any of the others and he'd be an idiot to let you go." 


He knows better than to argue. We could keep batting the point back and forth for hours at this rate. Instead 


he steals a sip of my coffee. And scowls. 

"This is that decaf shit, isn't it?" 

"Have you seen me drink any other kind?" 

"Go make me a cup of the high octane stuff and I'll make it worth your while." 

‘Its getting late," | protest. "You'll never sleep tonight if you hit the caffeine now." 

"Neither of us are sleeping tonight anyway." 

Any reply other than "good point" would get me branded a geriatric. Besides, he's absolutely right. | may be 
getting old, but | sure as hell wouldn't waste our last hours together snoring into David's ear. | can sleep on 
the plane tomorrow. 

"| meant what | said." 

"About what?" 

‘Metallica. This band is my home. No matter where | go, I'm always coming back" 

"You say that now..” 

ll say it as long as you're here waiting for me." 


Damn him and those lines. He knows exactly how to shut me up every time. 


"High octane coffee it is." | grab the mug back from David's hand. "You'll need the energy for what we're about 
to do." 


"But | have to practice!" 


"You're already overqualified. Now get your ass upstairs." 


